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_jwent to the whinneying horses. A song came floating round
the corner of the hut. A high, vibrating tenor was singing :
" As along the path they went,
Not a man on foot. . . .lf
A thick, smoky bass voice repeated the last words and
blended with the tenor, then further voices joined in har-
mony and the song flowed on majestically, expansively and
mournfully. Gregor did not want to interrupt the singers,
so he touched Prokhor's sleeve and whispered :
" Wait a bit, don't let them see you.  Let them finish/'
tc It isn't a send-off. The Yelanska cossacks always sing
like that. But they can sing, the devils ! " Prokhor remarked
approvingly and spat with annoyance : it looked as though
his expectations of a drink would go unrealised.
The pleasant tenor told to the end the story of the cossack
who made a mistake during a war *
" Nor foot nor horse's trace was to be seen.
The cossack regiment marched along the road.
Behind the regiment ran a spirited horse.
A Circassian saddle had slipped to hts side.
And the bridle hung over his right ear.
The silken reins were tangled in Ms feet.
Behind him ran a youthful Don cossack.
And to his faithful steed Jie shouted loud :
(Stop, wait a bit, my spirited, faithful horse,
Do not abandon me, for without yaw
Never shall I escape from tJie wicked Chechens.
Entranced by the singing, Gregor stopd leaning against
the whitewashed base of the hut, hearing neither the horses'
neighing, nor the creak of wagons passing along the street.
When the song ended, one of the singers coughed and said .
tf We didn't sing like that when we were taken up. Never
mind, we do our best. But you ought to give the soldiers
something more for the road, women. We've eaten well,
Christ be thanked ; but we haven't got a bite or sup to take
with us for the road. . . /*
Gregor roused himself from his reverie and walked round
the corner. Four young cossacks were sitting on the bottom